160                     A MODERN COMEDY
u No," he said, with a flash of inspiration : " What he
liked about it was that it makes you feel uncomfortable."
u Same thing ! I don't know where I've seen a more
pungent satire on human life."
" I don't follow," said Soames dryly.
" Why, it's a perfect allegory, sir ! Eat the fruits of life,
scatter the rinds, and get copped doing it. When they're
still, a monkey's eyes are the human tragedy incarnate.
Look at them ! He thinks there's something beyond, and
he's sad or angry because he can't get at it. That picture
ought to be in the British Museum, sir, with the label:
' Civilisation, caught out.' "
" Well, it won't be," said Fleur. " It'll be here, labelled
' The White Monkey.3 "
" Same thing."
" Cynicism," said Soames abruptly, " gets you nowhere.
If you'd said ' Modernity caught Out '------"
u I do, sir ; but why be narrow ? You don't seriously
suppose this age is worse than any other ? "
" Don't I ? " said Soames. " In my belief the world
reached its highest point in the 'eighties, and will never
reach it again."
The painter stared.
" That's frightfully interesting. I wasn't born, and I
suppose you were about my age then, sir. You believed in
God and drove in diligences."
Diligences/ The word awakened in Soames a memory
which somehow seemed appropriate.
" Yes," he said, " and I can tell you a story of those days
that you can't match in these. When I was a youngster in
Switzerland with my people, two of my sisters had some
black cherries. When they'd eaten about half a dozen they
discovered that they all had little maggots in them. An
English climber there saw how upset they were, and ate the